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Here Comes the Feeling 


Author's Notes: 
Honestly | don't know where l'm going with this. Ideas for plot are welcome! 


‘But, in any case, | think its a wonderful city. A nice amount of rain and a lot of old architecture fo look at, which 
| enjoy. | think-" 


The writing of Carl Palmer's hand was stuttered, leaving an accidental line on the page in navy ink The sudden 
mistake was accompanied by a whimper passing his lips and his eyes fluttering shut. "God-!" he gasped in that 
fruity voice of his. 


"Let me hear you hit that high E sharp. | know you can. It makes me hot," said a lower and rather throaty 
voice from behind him. The voice came from John Wetton, who squeezed at Carl's hips as he fucked him 


steadily from behind. 


Carl had long been bent over the large hotel bed comfortably, writing in his journal as John fucked him. And, 


usually, when it was such an early morning that John wanted to fuck-Car| always wanted to fuck, who was he 


kidding-then Carl could keep steady enough to write out what he had to say for his diary, even while John 
pounded into him. However, Carl simply could not help it if certain sensitive spots within him were rubbed 
against. And John knew that well. What else John knew well was the precise location of Carl's prostate, found 
many times during long, whimpering nights of making Carl writhe, melt, and unravel under John's intimate 


fingering. 


"You know my voice doesn't go that high," Carl breathed out in response but it was followed by another 
gasping whimper. His strong, but thin hands grasped tightly at the mussed bedsheets beneath him. Okay, yes, 
he loved morning sex. No reason to try and deny that. 


‘Oh, yes, you can. Remember in Rome? God, | made you scream that night.." John said heavily. He gave another 


firm-but comfortable, in his thick hands-squeeze at Carl's hips as his own only started to slap more intently. 


"Maybe it was simply the climate- oh” Carl interrupted himself with a loud, and, yes, rather high-pitched cry 
when he felt that overly sensitive spot prodded again, only harder that time. 


"There it is!" John growled with a grin showing. He sped up his thrusts and let them become heavy and 
forceful, focused directly on that spot. He was determined to make Carl finish. Since, after all, he wasn't far 


from his own climax. "I told you you can scream that high..." 


But Carl's only response was a stuttered and throaty moan of, "G-Godl" He quickly bit down on his hand in 
front of him to silence himself as he whined and felt his orgasm washing over him; one could only take the 
pounding of their prostate for so long. As he spilled his cum over those godawfully coloured sheets-dark 

peach, ew-he hardly had a second thought towards the maid who would have the pleasure of cleaning their 


room. 


John kept up the determined pace of his movements until he felt that same hotness in his core. A low groan 
lodged itself in his throat as his head tossed back and he came to his own orgasm. It was hot and heavy as 


usual, and left him feeling rather weak-kneed. Carl could do that to a man.. 


"Fuck, | love sex in the morning," John said in a stuttered breath. Slowly, he pulled himself out of Carl while the 
tsunami-like waves of their orgasms dwindled down to be like the gently lapping surf of Brighton beaches. 


"So do |, even though you made me mess up what | was writing," Carl replied as he moved from his position of 
bent-at-the-hips over the bed to curled up by the pillows with his leather bound journal instead. He watched 
as John moved slowly to strip himself of the used condom, and toss it lazily in the nearby trashcan. Carl 
frowned only slightly. "Why d'you always gotta wear a condom? You make me feel like some dirty whore..” 


| know you're not a dirty whore. Neither am |, but y'know what they're sayin about AIDS now," John said as 
he flopped down on the bed on his stomach, adjacent Carl. With his face buried in a stiff pillow (Carl always 
stole John's soft pillow in exchange for his own hard one; "Why would they give you one hard one and one soft 
one? What's the use of that?"), he continued, "They're sayin’ you can contract it just by touching someone 
who's infected. Like, with a handshake. You never know who might be infected." 


"| heard that was just a rumour," Carl said, though it did throw a bit of caution to the wind. Everything 


involving that horrible disease did. 
"Well, you know what they say about rumours." 


"That they're mostly true? You and | both know that that almost never applies," Carl said as he rolled his eyes 
and reached over leisurely to comb his fingers through John's thick, blond-dyed hair. 


"Well, we can't be too careful,” was all John could think to say as he nearly melted by Carl's soft touch. 


Carl went quiet for a moment. While his fingers continued to toy, his chocolate brown eyes focused dully on 
the ornate and rather heavy-handed wallpaper on the wall across the room. It was a moment where he 
couldn't quite tell if he was intently focused on something in his mind particularly, or if his head was 
completely free of thoughts. In fact, it was quite nice. To simply stare, to be ina quiet daze, just for a 
moment. The only sounds heard were those of the heavy rain, falling onto the Paris streets below the 
enormous window. Those streets were just barely visible through the small part in the thick, maroon velvet 
drapes. Really, though, the only thing the part in the curtains was good for was letting in a soft amount of 
natural light. It was the only illumination, save for the distant and yellowed bathroom light, which Carl had 
thoughtlessly left on after his shower. 


Carl's vacant staring was cut off soon, however, by the jarring ringing of the bedside phone. Carl blinked his 
eyes and leaned over John to reach the phone. 


"Hello?" he answered, now sitting normally again, though the white plastic phone cord stretched over John's 


broad and bare back. 


"Are you coming for breakfast or not? We have to leave in an hour, y'know," said Steve Howe's calm, but 


somehow ever-demanding voice. 


"Yeah, yeah, we're coming," Carl said, though his fingers never stopped combing through John's thick, wavy 
hair. It was comforting to both of them. 


"John's up there right?" While nobody knew the true nature of John and Carl's relationship, it was no secret 
that they often shared hotel rooms. Carl's practicality pulled it off well enough on the excuse of being 
economic. "We don't have to go find him asleep in a park, do we?" 


"That happened once," John replied just loud enough for Steve to hear on the other line. 


‘Once is too many times," Steve said. Carl-and John, probably, given his seemingly supernatural hearing-could 


hear Geoff laughing in the background. 


"We'll be down in a minute," Carl said, a little shortly. While he was very seldom so curt, he was a bit lost in 


his thoughts-or, lack thereof. With that, he reached over and hung the phone up and sat back to the bed, still 


with a staring expression. 


John, on the other hand, got up. He stretched out his body with a groan as he went casually over to the 
minibar featured in their hotel room. He lazily poured himself a whiskey. With the ease that only came from 
practise, he knocked it back leisurely and sighed as the amber liquid slid all too easily down his throat. 


"Its a little early, don't you think?" Carl asked as he glanced at the blocky, but digital clock on the bedside 
table. It was barely 8:30. If anything to bring Carl out of his daze, watching someone drink would certainly do it. 
He had quite a distaste for it.. 


John only shrugged his broad shoulders. In fact, he said nothing at all as he went about getting dressed and 
snapping his suitcase shut securely. He didn't like talking about the things that embarrassed him. 


Trying to push it from his mind, Carl followed John's lead. He got himself dressed in something casual, zipped 
up his bag, and locked his suitcase. On the road again 


Before the pair left, Carl stepped in front of John with that determined little pouty face he got sometimes. 
John almost- almost -always found it endearing. Luckily for Carl, they found themselves on one of those 


almost occasions, and John showed a loose and toothy grin. 


John's grin made Carl grin as well, despite how hard he tried to keep that pout on. Pressing his hands to John's 
cheeks so his lips puckered a little, Carl reached up on tiptoe to kiss his lover. 


"You know | love you, right?" Carl said once the warm kiss was broken and he stared up at John's pretty 
puppy eyes. 


John showed that grin again, causing his eyes to crinkle slightly at the corners. "You tell me every day." 


